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tent, about a quarter of a mile from his
Bungalow, he walked down to the lines at
the usual time, late in the evening. The
natives, it appeared, had concerted to
* plague him; for after being seated, and the
usual wreath of mogree blossoms cast over
his neck by the premiere danseuse of the
evening, he soon found that the showers of
red dust which assailed him, were momen-
tarily becoming more and more stifling:
accordingly, he watched his opportunity,
and rushed from the tent, rejoicing at so
easy an escape ; but alas! his triumph was
of short duration j at every turn, handfulls
of red powder from unseen enemies saluted
his eyes and mouth, and unable to avoid
scores of tormentors, lying perdue at their
posts, he arrived suffocated and breathless
at his house, his face and hair plastered
with red powder, and his whole figure
bearing evidence to the zeal of the attack-
ers. Crimson blossoms, or others of the
most brilliant hues, are in great favour for
personal decoration ; and when nature pro-